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his own age, of whose ignorance, fatuity, and ridiculousness he was keenly conscious, but whose company he enjoyed despite all this ; third, old people, who were to be distinguished by their white hair, their deeply lined faces, and the fact that they were always beside the question. The fourth category consisted of a privileged group, from which Wazemmes recruited his models. They possessed pleasant jobs, fashionable clothes, money, the favour of women, the secrets of the motor-car.
This gentleman took his place among them. He had an authoritative, but kindly, voice. He softened it to speak to Wazemmes.
" How are you ? "
He added, in a tone which flattered the young man:
" You don't happen to be leaving the racecourse before the end ? "
" No.   I have to stay.   But why ? "
" Oh, it doesn't matter."
" But tell me, please." (This time Wazemmes was not going to let the hand of chance slip away from him.)
" Well, I wanted to ask you if you would send a tele* phone message for me. . . . You know how to use the telephone ? "
" I should think so."
" But it's no good talking about it, as you	"
" Yes, I can. How long would it take me ? Twenty minutes ? "
" Hardly that."
" Well, the next race is the Prix de 1'Oisans, a steeplechase. I have no interest in that."
" Then here's the money for the telephone. Ask for this number. When you get it, just ask for ' Monsieur Paul/ Himself, you understand ? Nobody else."
" I'm to ask :  c Is that you, Monsieur Paul ?* "
" That's right. Say : e Speaking for the boss.' Then dictate him the results of the first two races - slowly, so that he has time to write them down. Valentinois : first, Matsouy6; second, Etendard III; and so on. . . *"

